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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



REPLETION 



I have fed on the radiance of my beloved 

Lying beneath the flowering pear-tree. 

Her breasts are inverted cups of sunlight; 

She is dappled over with iridescence. 

Light and heat 

Pierce the pear leaves, 

And fall dizzily 

Through a flashing of petal-flakes, 

Burnishing and mellowing her. 

My nostrils are prophetic 

With the sweetness of pear flesh, 

My eyes are dazzled with love made manifest, 

And my mind is parturient and tremulous 

With glistening schemes. 



THE SEA STORM 



I hurtled like a hound for joy 

Through the storm 

Of your magnificence — 

Wave on crashing, dashing, crested wave, 

You hurl yourself against space! 

You are positive force, 

You might crush me to nothingness; 

Yet I revel like a golden super-carp 
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Flashing fas de poisson 
Through flowers of foam. 

And I know your ecstatic response, 
Exquisite monster, 
As I blossom into glittering spray 
Above you! 

THINGS NOT SEEN 

The sea-gull poises 

In the charged, expectant air. 

The sea-gull poises 
With delicate resistance. 

Its sheer conscious being 
Is cause to strike creation 
Out of all this emptiness. 

The sea-gull waits, 

Wavering slightly 

Against this mighty immanence. 

So does my heart wait 

For the release of a substance 

Not yet seen. 
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